CHAPTER XIV

LOWELL

THE third magnate of our Club was Lowell, with
whose personality the world at large is already well
acquainted. In his own day and presence it was
impossible to form a satisfactory personal judgment
of him, and even now, through the perspective of the
years since he died, it is out of the question for me
to pronounce a dispassionate judgment. Of all that
New England world, so hospitable, so brotherly to
me that if I had been born in Cambridge it could
hardly have been more kind, Lowell and Norton
were those who most made my welcome free from
any embarrassment to myself. Norton, almost ex-
actly my contemporary, is still living, and which of
us two shall say the last word for the other is in the
lap of the gods, but in the Adirondack Club life he
does not appear. No kinder or wiser friend have I
ever had. Himself the son of one of the most dis-
tinguished of the great Unitarian leaders of liberal
New England, his broad, common-sense views of
sectarian questions first widened my religious hori-
zon, emancipated me from the tithes of mint and
cummin, and helped me to see the value of obser-
vances, and his hand was always held out to me in
those straitened moments in which my impulsive andake Superior.
